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Go get a tin 
of STAG and 
be rewarded 
by a new thrill 





in smoking. 


STAG has a LIVING 


FRAGRANCE that is en- 
tirely original and entirely 
wonderful. 


The last pipeful of the 


day—or night—is as fresh 
and tempting as the first. 


Convenient Packages: The Pound 





For Pipe and Cigarette 


No bite—no sting 
No bag—no string 


In answering advertisements please 


Humidor, the Full-Size 10-Cent Tin and 
the Handy Half-size 5-Cent Tin. 
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THE MAN WHO HAS A DOLLAR 











How Long ? 


OW LONG will it take to kill perni- 
cious bossism in politics? Ever 
since election day it has been assumed 
that bossism in 
New York, where 
bossism has been 
KS 7") 7-~, the envy and the 
es pattern of smaller 
= bosses in less 
profitable environments, has been dealt a 
fatal blow. 

Tammany has been represented as an 
army surrounded—cornered, as it were— 
with no rations in sight, and its symbol, 
the Tiger, has been pictured as an emaci- 
ated cat with a can labeled Oblivion tied 
to its tail. 

All this may be pleasing to persons who 
hope for honesty in municipal and broader 
politics; but does history encourage the 
notion that one election is effective to kill 
a system which has grown for many years 
until it seems to be a part of the political 
fabric? 

As to New York, history shows that the 
Tiger, like the smaller cat, has at least 
nine lives. The creature ‘‘comes back.’’ 
Tammany has long been in business and 
has survived many reverses. Elections 
that once in a decade or so rebuke Tam- 
many are the results of awakened civic 
conscience. They mark the voting of men 
in multitude that ordinarily pay little or 
no attention to politics—at least to mu- 
nicipal politics, 

Tammany may not be ‘‘on the job’’ all 
the time; but, once defeated, it is plan- 
ning consistently to resume operations. 
Out in the cold one winter or for a series 
of winters, it is always ‘‘laying pipe’’ to 
get in where it is Warm when the oppor- 
tunity comes. The rank and file of Tam- 
many, or of like organizations in other 
cities, may have to join the bread line or 
go to work in the intervals when reform- 
ing administrations assume power; but 






the bosses, the lieutenant bosses, the ward 
generals and the captains of hundreds as 
a rule have made enough in flush times to 


keep wolves from their doors, and all they 
have to do is to wait and plan for success 
again, with its new opportunities. 

It will take some time to kill bossism 
in politics. Voters who in multitude stay 
away from the polls except when they are 
aroused by crying abuses will have to 
learn that to keep bossism out of a job 
they must steadily take an interest in the 
public welfare and vote regularly with the 
spirit and determination that now mark 
their voting only occasionally. Persistent 
labor and alert direction alone build such 
organizations as Tammany, and it re- 
quires more than a political holiday to 
nullify their influence. 


Fashion 


HE FOLLOWING idea, which is cheer- 
fully reproduced from a New York 
daily, will no doubt appeal to many: 


There is a new way of using rare old lace—if it 
is of the right shape and size. Fasten a band 
around the head, well down over the hair and 
brows in the front and somewhat above the nape 
of the neck inthe back. At right angles to this 
band fasten another, going under the chin and 
straight up across the top of the head. It can be 
fastened together over one ear with a jeweled or- 
nament. 


May the suggestion be ventured that 
this pleasing effect might even be height- 
ened by continuing the lace to the geo- 
graphical center of the face and fastening 
to the nose with a rosette of baby ribbon 
to match the complexion; thence north- 
east to the temple and countermarch to 
the chin, or southernmost point of the 
features, where, after suitable maneu- 
vers, the rest may be allowed to trail off 
semicircularly in fringe-like protuber- 
ances? 


Brief Decisions 


HIS would be a lazy world if every 
man could achieve as he wishes 
without much trouble. 


Matrimony, a river and trouble are all 
easy to get into, but getting out is an- 
other story. 


The turkey that escapes the ax may be 
lucky, but doesn’t know it. 


Springs of Publicity 
MORE and more strikingly must inge- 
nuity be exercised by some of the 
“‘feature’’ performers on the stage in 
order to get promotive 

newspaper space. 

The loss of fabulously 
valuable jewels, milk 
baths, and like mild de- 
vices were long ago con- 
signed to the limbo of the 
outworn. It is not so much 
now the suggestion of 
vast wealth in adornment 
or spectacular hygiene as it is the gro- 
tesque in taste and conduct that amazes, 

Thus a dancer—or more strictly a genre 
contortionist—who is known in all the 
capitals of the world has again arrived 
in New York. She came to face notable 
competition, and therefore she had to do 
something novel to emphasize her coming. 

She was equal to the occasion. Embark- 
ing on one of the great steamships bound 
to this country, this woman set the cable 
going by carrying in her arms a hen. 

This fowl was not, as one might at first 
suppose, with many precedents in mind, 
a token of affectionate idiosyncrasy. The 
lady wanted the hen with her in America, 
where the supply of eggs is so poor, to 
furnish her with that product. It remains 
now for her press agent to explain that 
mademoiselle has a very dainty appetite, 
or that this particular hen’s industry is 
somewhat above the normal. 





Soap 


HE Census Bureau says the output of 
suap for 1909——some years back, but 
statisticians require a great deal of time 
—amounted to $111,357,777, or 63.1 per 
cent. more than in 1904. This reminds 
one that while there is life there is soap; 
yet to the careful observer, who also is 
occasionally a pedestrian, it is plain that 
some of the wayfarers who are chronic- 
ally in need of small loans know nothing 
of this increase in an important industry. 

















Making 


es )O MATTER what one’s environ- 
ment may be, my dear Mrs. 
Renter, it is possible to make home 
pleasant and give it -the 

home atmosphere,’”’ said the 

visitor for the People’s Up- 

lift Mission to Mrs. Renter, 

4. who had three rooms on the 
fourth floor back in the tene- 
ment house known as the 






‘‘Think so, do you?”’ said 
Mrs. Renter. ‘‘Ever live in 
three rooms in Grab Alley with seven in 
the fam’ly?’”’ 

*“*No, Mrs. Renter; but’’ 

“Ever married to a man who spent 
more than half of his twelve dollars a 
week rushing the growler?”’ 

‘‘Why, certainly not, Mrs. Renter; but, 
then’’—— 

‘‘Ever live where the people in the 
tenement next to you fought like A pair 
of Kilkenny cats half the eagle 
full 0’ booze all the time?’’ 

“‘Of course not, Mrs. Renter; but’’—— 

*‘Ever live where you had to climb 
four flights of stairs covered with ashes 
and mud and potato parings and the Lord 
only knows what else?’’ 

“You know that I never did; but, 
then’’—-—- 

“Ever smell anything worse than the 
smells that fill all the halls and stairways 
of this building? Ever been limited to 








Home 


Crow’s Nest, in Grab Alley. ~ 
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“EMPEROR! 


EM-PERORI”, 


Pleasant 


four chairs and two beds and a dozen or 
so of dishes for a fam’ly of seven? Ever 
had to do your washing and eating and 
cooking all in one room? Ever been 
limited to one dress for your back?’’ 

**Of course not; but, then’’ 

‘*Ever had to go out washing four days 
a week to get something for five children 
to eat and come home at night so dog 
tired you could hardly 
pull yourself up four 
flights of stairs? No, I 
reckoned you hadn’t. 
Well, now, before you 
try to work the makin’- 
home - cheerful - and - 
pleasant gag on me or 
any one else fixed as I 
am, you change places 
with me for a week 
and see how you come 
out with the real home 
atmosphere bizness. 
There are some experi- 
ences you haven’t had. 
Excuse me now, for I 
got to stuff some rags in 
a couple of broken win- 
dows the landlord won’t 
put new glass in. 
Good-bye. Come again 
some day when you 
want to git into a real 
pleasant environment!’’ 

—M. W. 
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A Kettle of Fish 


Here is a combination that sounds like 
the aquarium. When Gustav Schrimp 
returned to his home he found William 
Schmelt in the act of floating off with 
some of his belongings. His cry for aid 


was heard and answered by officer Herring 
who, assisted by A. Fischer, succeeded in 
landing Schmelt in the police station, 
holding him in the meshes of the law. 











A BREATHLESS MOMENT 
The Flatdwells measure the new cook for the kitchenette. 
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T WAS about half-past seven and 
a quiet evening. The Homelys 
sat on their front porch—Mrs. Homely 
talking across the yards to the next- 
door neighbor, and Homely, his paper 
slipped down across his knees, puffing 
comfortably at one of his favorite 
stogies. 

The next-door neighbor sniffed suspi- 
ciously, sniffed again and asked, ‘‘Don’t 
you smell something burning?’’ 

Homely, not being any too fond of the 
woman at the best, swelled visibly; but 
before he could formulate a fittingly 
caustic rejoinder, the neighbor shrilled, 
“‘Why, Mrs. Homely, it’s something afire 
in your kitchen! See the smoke!’’ 

The Homelys hurried back through the 
house, smelling more smoke at every 
step, and found the kitchen impenetrable. 
Homely called the department, calmly 
yet without delay, and congratulating 
himself upon his coolness as the tele- 
phone operator made him repeat the 
street number. Once on the field, the 
firemen made short work of the little 
blaze and went back to wait for the next. 

After the apparatus had gone, Homely 
stood looking at the blackened walls for 
alittle. The fire had started from some 
cloths hung carelessly back of the stove; 
it had burned its way up the walls on 
both sides of the corner and left quite a 
hole—what with the ax-wielding efforts 
of the firemen to get at it surely. He 
measured the damage as best he could 
and went to the ’phone again, where he 
called his insurance agent at his home. 
The agent was friendly and solicitous; 
he asked Homely—who was quite too in- 
experienced to say—the probable amount 
of damage done, and promised to attend 
to the matter at once. As an after- 
thought, Homely called a carpenter, whose 
address had been furnished him by a 
friend, and instructed him to come as 
soon as possible and look things over and 
make an estimate of the cost of fixing 
them up again. 

Next morning Homely did not go to the 
office. He had business at home. About 
half-past nine a neat-appearing man, but 
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Marian—Yer man wears his hair awful short, don’t he? 
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Homely Makes a Deal 


By CHARLES CAMPBELL JONES 


TT 


plainly garbed, swung up the front walk 
and rang the bell. Homely, saying in an 
aside to his wife, ‘‘Here’s where a little 
argument saves us some of what we’ll get 
from the insurance company,’’ answered 
at once and conducted the man through 
to the kitchen, talking all the while. 
Once in the kitchen, he talked more, be- 
cause he talked faster. 

‘*Here’s where the little fire was,’’ he 
explained. ‘‘Now, you can see it just 
went up both sides of the corner here 
and really didn’t do very much damage. 
What damage was done is entirely super- 
ficial and easy to get at.’’ 

The man glanced at the place. ‘‘Well,’’ 
he demurred, ‘‘you can’t always tell by a 








Vixen—Yes. the coward ! 





casual examination. Some of those 
studs ought to come out, I think. 
These jobs usually come to more than 
a person expects at first, anyway. 
We want to be fair—that’s one of 
our business principles; and you un- 
derstand that labor is much higher 
than it used to be.’’ 

Homely broke in suddenly. ‘‘Those 
studs are as sound as a dollar. Just 
charred a little, that’s all. And don’t 
spring that old gag about the high cost 
of labor on me. Men have better tools 
and actually do more work per day than 
they used to, even if they do get a little 
more money. I know something about 
the repair business, too, and I don’t think 
this job ought to cost more than twenty 
dollars all told.”’ He cast an appraising 
glance at his listener as he mentioned 
the amount, then went on, ‘‘I’m very 
sure that’s a reasonable estimate.’’ 

The man hesitated. ‘‘I was going to 
say about fifty, but’’—— 
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MISSING 


Mr. Cyrus Green—Molly, what is that picture called in the catalogue ? 
Mrs. Green (reading) —Cows after Rosa Bonheur. 


Mr. Green—By gosh, I see the cows, but where is Rosa Bonheur? 























‘“‘Fifty dollars is entirely too much and 
more than I’ll agree to,’’ broke in Homely 
again, winking at his 
wife behind the other’s 
back and making a 
mental note of the 
amount for future refer- 
ence. ‘“‘I’m positive 
that any good mechanic 
could fix this up for even 
less than twenty dollars 
and make a fair profit on the work, too.”’ 

‘‘A repair job costs more, size for size, 
than a new one,’’ explained the other pa- 
tiently. ‘‘It doesn’t just seem to me’’—— 

“T’ll not be mean about it,’’ offered 
Homely, as if suddenly anxious to have 
the business over with. ‘‘Let’s split the 
difference. What d’you say to thirty- 
five dollars?’’ 

The man smiled. ‘‘Well, have it to 
suit yourself. I have nothing to gain or 
lose either way. If you’ll come down to 
the office this afternoon, we’ll settle on 
that basis. You can get your money 
without delay.’’ 

*‘Get my money?’’ answered Homely. 
**You mean you want me to pay in ad- 
vance, don’t you?’’ 

**Whom do you take me for, anyway?’’ 
queried the visitor. ‘‘I’m’’ 

“‘Aren’t you the carpenter I instructed 
to be here first thing this morning?’’ in- 
quired Homely, startled and thinking of 
the fifty dollars he had hoped the insur- 
ance company might pay him. 

“IT guess you’ve got your callers a bit 
mixed,’’ responded the other, as a middle- 
aged man with a pencil over his ear came 
up the back steps. ‘‘That must be your 
carpenter now. I’m one of the adjusters 
from the insurance office. ’’ 
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Jocosity U Desire Gives Enjoyment. 


ROBBERS ABROAD AND—— 


Money's Worth, or Money Back 


THE CLERK was at a loss, and a floor- 
walker minced up and took a part in 
the conversation. 

‘Now, how about my money back ?’’ de- 
manded the red-faced lady. 

‘We return money when cases so jus- 
tify. What is it—ribbons, shoes?’’ 

‘*Naw; it’s a book.’’ 

“‘Has the book been read?”’ 

“‘Of course.’’ 

“Um. We can’t return money on 
books, you know.’’ 

The red-faced lady grew purple. 

*“*You aim to have only satisfied cus- 
tomers. That’s the way you advertise. 
Ain’t it, now?”’ 

**Yes, madam.’’ 

‘‘Then why can’t you take this novel 
back and return my money?’’ 

“‘Is the book damaged in any way?’’ 
sparred the floor-walker. ‘‘Print imper- 
fect, or anything like that?’’ 

“*Can’t say it is.”’ 

*‘Then why are you not satisfied with 
the novel?’’ 

‘Why, I don’t like the way it ends.’’ 


—William S. Adkins, 


Apology 

His name is so old, 

And her wealth all so new! 
How could she withhold 
His name is so old— 
Her hand and her gold, 

When the duke came to woo? 
His name is so old, 

And her wealth all so new! 

—Stokely S. Fisher. 


Easy Mark 


Madge—I hear he’s very sweet on you. 
Marjorie—Rather! He’s good for about 
two pounds of candy every week. 
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Escaping Danger 
WHILE visiting his nephew in the city, 
Uncle Sam Shimmerpate stopped 
in front of a motion-picture billboard on 
which were displayed pictures of lions, 
tigers, elephants and other African wild 
animals. 

‘“‘Great guns, Henry,’’ he said to his 
nephew, ‘‘I’m mighty glad I leave town 
Saturday afternoon !’’ 

**Why are you so anxious to get away?’’ 
asked the nephew. 

Pointing to the billboard, Uncle Sam 
read aloud the words: ‘‘To be released 
Saturday night.’’ 








The man who worries is not often cho- 
sen as toastmaster. 





HAS THEIR NUMBER 


Indignant party—Hello, Central! Can you sug- 
gest the wrong number to ask for in order to get 
6380 Franklin ? 
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I’d Like To Go Back 


’D LIKE to go back where the golden-brown corn fields 

are now being stripped of a bountiful yield; 

I'd like to go back where the farmer at day- 
break puts on husking gloves and goes 
out to the field; 

I'd like to go back where the frost, ere the 
morning, paints everything one or two 
nice coats of white; 

I'd like to go back where the lanky old fox- 
hound pursues the fat possum through- 

out the long night; 

SYS I'd like to go back where the yellow pie 
—— pumpkins are rapidly changing to nice 
pumpkin pies; 

I'd like to go back where the tall, gawky bumpkin is wedg- 
ing his face full of Russets and Spies. 





I’d like to go back where the dead leaves are rustling and 
hickory nuts fall with each passing breeze; 

I’d like to go back where the lonesome crow’s calling on 
friends who roost in the old sycamore trees; 

I’d like to go back where the cane-mill is grinding out 
juice to make sorghum for hot buckwheat cakes; 

I’d like to go back where the hunters are shooting the can- 
vas-back ducks that inhabit the lakes; 

I’d like to go back just this one time, and then I don’t think 
I would care to go back any more. 

I’d just like to go back to see if some farmer is still sell- 
ing quarantined eggs at the store.—Howard C. Kegley. 


On the Way to Reno 


S SHE got on the train for Reno, she felt a cruel resentment 
against the world. She knew she was in the right, and she 
could not see why she should have given in when they quarreled. 
If it weren’t for that De Coursey woman—here Mrs. Dick be- 
sought the heavens to punish her—she could have forgiven all; 
but never, never would she as long as Mr. Dick—it was ‘‘ Dicky 
Boy’’ once, she remembered with a sigh—thought she was not 
as beautiful as the other woman. Of one thing she was certain. 
She would never go back to him. She was still young, and 
there are plenty of others. Now she was sure that Mr. Tom— 
of the Newport Toms—the one with the curly hair—— 
. > > * * . 

As he got on the train for Reno, he felt a cruel resentment 
against the world. He knew he was in the right, and he could 
not see why he should have given in when they quarreled. If 
it weren’t for that Tom person—here Mr. Dick besought the 
heavens to smite him—he could have forgiven all; but never, 
never as long as Mrs. Dick—it was ‘‘Snooky Ookums’’ once, he 






Grandmother (after half an hour's absolute silence)— 1 wasn't asleep. 


Imdgene—1 was out o’ school two weeks with a bad cold. 
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IF THEY HAD ONLY KNOWN 
I heard 
every word you said. 


remembered with a sigh—thought he was not as handsome as 
the other man. Of one thing he was certain. He would never 
go back to her. He was still young, and there are plenty of 
others. Now he was sure that Mrs. De Coursey—of the Back 
Bay De Courseys—the one with the golden hair 


. * * . * . 


Mrs. Dick met Mr. Dick as they were being shown to the 
same section in the Pullman. 

‘‘Where are you going?’’ he asked. 

‘To Reno,’’ she replied. 

‘Where is that Tom person?’’ 

‘Where is that De Coursey woman?’’ 

The porter handed them a telegram. 

‘Just been married,’’ it read. ‘‘Congratulate us.’’ 
signed ‘‘Tom Tom”’ and ‘‘Alma De Coursey.’’ 

Mr. and Mrs. Dick stared at each other in silence. 

**Snooks,’’ he said finally, ‘‘let’s get off at Niagara Falls!’’ 


—Morris Strunsky. 
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Friendship stands many strains, but it is safer without trial. 
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Larry—Two weeks—that ain’t so bad! 
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Why Is It: 


HAT some men have no respect for old age unless it is bot- 
tled? 
That the people who do the most preaching are generally the 
poorest preachers? 
oat some men will monkey with love as 


That a woman never re allinee how much she 
iv dislikes a man until she marries him? 


That the men who marry brunettes generally 
prefer blondes, and vice versa? 
That women always admire long-haired men 


ZEN more than men admire short-haired women? 
That few city men are such accomplished 
liars as the oldest inhabitant of a country village? 
That a woman can generally twist a man around her little 
finger, unless she happens to be married to him?—s. s. Stinson. 


All Plans Failed 


‘‘Well, Millicent was sensible when she got married,’’ says 
the girl with the wrist watch. ‘‘She married the bowleggedest, 
cross-eyedest, awkwardest, homeliest man she could find. She 
knew the other women wouldn’t be running after him.’’ 

‘*My dear, hadn’t you heard?’’ asks the girl with the new 
shade of rouge on her cheeks. ‘‘Millie’s husband eloped last 
week with a blind woman.’’ 





The agitator which exploded recently was used for distilling 
oil, not one of political variety. 
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Jim Panzee—What 's Elly so grumpy about? 
U. Tang—Oh, he's mad ‘cause I wouldn’t play leap frog. 
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SAW him when the sun had burned the crops till wilted down; 
the landscape, lately green, had turned to sullen gray and 
brown. The farmers looked around and made remarks of red 
and blue; if eggs on those remarks were laid, they’d surely boil 
and stew. Then came along that cheery soul who deals in sunny 
words, who has a cheer-up rigmarole and throws it at the birds. 
He cheered those honest sons of toil with helpful platitude, un- 
til they dug into the soil with energy renewed. 

I saw him when the cyclone came and blew our town away, 
and most of us were killed or lame—and he was blithe and gay. 
He lifted from my mangled form a large brick church and said, 
**Don’t whine about that little storm—be thankful you’re not 
dead! It is a bully world we’re in—be thankful you are here; 
and if you whoop around and grin, your griefs will disappear.”’ 
And so he went around and spread his sunshine here and there, 
and joshed the living and the dead, and chased away despair. 
And I admired that goodly man with all my heart and mind. 
**He follows up the noblest plan that ever was designed !’’ 

I saw him when the floods arose and all the creeks were seas, 
and most of us, in scanty clothes, were roosting in the trees. 
He came to see us in a boat as night was drawing near, and 
from his optimistic throat there flowed a stream of cheer. 
**You’ll have to sit there in the dark, but don’t despair, by 
jing! Just think of Noah in his ark, and dance and yell and 
sing! And if you fall, don’t feel alarm, but brave the current’s 
wrath; it will not do you any harm—you surely need a bath!’’ 
And thus with gay and cheery sound he went from tree to tree, 
and shoveled sunshine all around upon that inland sea. 

I saw him when he had a boil upon his swanlike neck, and 
men could hear his wild turmoil for miles arouad, by heck! The 
things he said I won’t repeat, because it is our game to keep 
this paper clean and sweet and fit for pious dame. And if I 
quoted what he said, A. Comstock and his crowd might come 
around and paint things red and fit me for a shroud. 

It’s easy to say Helpful Things o’er t’other fellow’s,woes, 
but all our platitudes find wings when corns are on our toes. 














People who are generally regarded as a mint of information 
seldom coin much money out of their knowledge. 











A Plea for the Good Old Times 


HE WAVE of reform that has swept 
over the country has taken with it 

one of our most cherished institutions— 
the old-time patent-medicine advertise- 
ment. No one who has experienced the 
solemn joy of reading one of them will 
fail to miss them. Those who never 
read one cannot appreciate the keen in- 
terest, the trembling doubt, the sinking 
of the heart, the vague glimmerings of 
realization and the final gratifying con- 
viction that he was fatally afflicted. No 
more may one arise ir the morning, feel- 
ing suspiciously well, pick up a period- 
ical and turn to the advertisement of Dr. 
Someone’s Sure Cure for Whatailsye. 
Dr. Someone convinced us he was our 
friend. Though we were reading his in- 
spired words, we felt toward him as we 
did toward those of our friends who would 
sit by the hour while we told them our 
symptoms. Dr. Someone’s advertise- 
ment read like one long, sympathetic 
‘*Yes, yes, my poor fellow!’’ Did we 
have a full feeling after eating? Did 
we feel sleepy after supper? Did we 
feel a great lassitude at times? Did we 
experience a sense of utter weariness 
after the day’s work? Did we have a 
sensation at times of something fear- 
some about to happen? Why, he got it 
all in the one advertisement! He went 
right along hand in hand with us, sym- 
pathetic, consoling, inspiring. He made 
sickness a distinction and suffering a 
pride. He convinced us that we alone of 
all the people in the country had such a 
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HONORS 





EVEN 


Hermione—You are the first man I ever permitted to kiss me. 


Herbert—And you are the first girl I ever kissed. 


Hermione—1 wouldn't marry a liar! 
Herbert—I would. 


peculiar and remarkable combination of 
complications. He made us feel person- 
ally acquainted with our stomach, spleen, 
kidneys, spinal column, heart, liver and 
other articles too numerous to mention. 
We don’t miss his Cure for Whatailsye 
half so much as we miss his cheerily de- 
pressing advertisements.—1W. D. Nesbit. 
Boasters should remember though the 
rooster crows the hen produces results. 
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BEGINNING EARLY 


Mother—No, baby, you are too heavy to carry. 


Baby—Then, mamma, call a taxi! 





Will you marry me? 


Advisers 


7 when we have made up our mind, 
it is true, 
Then our doubts and our fears come to 
quell us. 
No wonder it’s hard to know just what 
to do, 
There are so many ready to tell us. 


An Opportunity at Last 

The busybody was circulating a _peti- 
tion calling upon the powers that be to 
abolish something or other. 

‘*It will be presented at the next meet- 
ing,’’ he said, ‘‘and a copy of it will be 
printed in all the papers.”’ 

The struggling young author made haste 
to sign. 

‘*What’s it all about?’’ asked a friend. 

“Oh, I don’t know,’’ said the strug- 
gling young author; ‘‘but I couldn’t re- 
sist the temptation to see my name signed 
to something that will appear in print.”’ 


Lucky Adam 


When Adam got home from a party, 
One speech ne’ er his pleasure could dock; 
For dear Mother Eve never shouted at him, 
“*You villain! Just look at that clock!’’ 
—Margaret G. Hays. 


The Poet’s Plaint 


‘‘Oh, had I the wings of a bonnie bird, 
How happy I'd be,”’ quoth the bard, ‘‘by 


heck! 
This boarding-house game is truly ab- 
surd— 
It seems that I’m always getting the 
neck.’’ 
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JONES, after winning his degree 
as a Doctor of Medicine, became a special- 
ist. Most physicians these days become 
specialists. Jones experimented until he 
found a cure for dyspepsia. Everybody 
has dyspepsia. The laboring man gets 
it from mixed ales and antagonistic 
foods, and the millionaire gets it because he makes his brain 
work at times when his stomach should do its duty and exercises 
only his imagination. 

Jones wisely determined to turn his attention to millionaires. 
He was no philanthropist, and there are ten thousand dyspepsia 
cures in the drug shops for the laboring man, who may try them 
one after another for comparatively little money. 

In an incredibly short period Jones became a millionaire him- 
self. Then he took to wife a very young woman for her beauty 
alone, and she at once insisted he should become fashionable. 
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The Specialist 


By J. A. WALDRON 
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To be truly fashionable, after native 
experiments, Jones hired a shooting box 
in Scotland and went there with Mrs. 
Jones. They had been outfitted in Lon- 
don with all the regalia appertaining to 
hunting, and one day Jones and Mrs. 
Jones set out to hunt alone. There was 
the usual multitude of servants on the 
place, but Jones was an original sort of person and purposed to 
show his independence of servile attendance. Besides, there 
was still light in the honeymoon. 

‘‘What would you like me to shoot, dear?’’ he asked. 

‘‘Some animals,’’ she replied. ‘‘I would dearly like an er- 
mine coat and a jacket of sable, and possibly a muff. Do you 
think there are seals here, too?’’ 

Jones looked at her, and some doub¢ as to the breadth of her 
general knowledge for the first time intruded. It was very like 
a tiny cloud on the honeymoon. ‘‘Why, my dear,’’ he said, 
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quite sure of his superior knowledge, 
**such animals don’t grow here.’’ 

**Well, then, I want a bird 
of paradise and an aigrette 
for my hats and maybe we 
ean find an ostrich.”’ 

Jones thought it possible 
all but the ostrich might be 
found. They looked about 
for quite a while, but saw 
only a rabbit. Jones thought 
to shoot the rabbit, but at 
the critical moment found he didn’t know 
how to load a gun. So they returned, 
each a bit contemptuous of the other. 

*‘I think you ought to have learned to 
shoot,’’ said Mrs. Jones, with a pout; 
‘‘and you ought also to have found out 
before you hired this place whether it had 
useful animals, birds of paradise and 
aigrettes.’’ 

‘I'll admit,”’’ replied Jones, ‘‘that I’m 
not as smart as I thought I was; but it 
will not take me as long to learn how to 
load a gun as it will you, my dear, to fa- 
miliarize yourself with the habitats of ani- 
mals. Moreover, although I’ve achieved 
what was thought to be impossible—a 
cure for dyspepsia—I’m sure I never could 
compound a specific for the vanity of 
woman. ”’ 





Modern Pre-Raphaelitism 


The blessed damozel looked up 
And gave an awful jump. 
Her eyes were cold, her voice was hoarse, 

Her heart began to thump. 
She had three lilies in her hand 

And her partner bid no trump. 
—Hazel G. Deyo. 





















































FEEDING 






































































































































































HER PETS 


Early Prowess 


A,’’ stated little Dodd Rott, the 

small son of the distinguished 
statesman, ‘‘I heard a man say that you 
used to be so crooked that you had to 
around a stump. Is that 


A Cure Suggested 


She—What was the doctor’s diagnosis? ¢¢ 
He—Palpitation of the heart. 
She—Well, why doesn’t he keep away 
from her? 
The Shopper sleep wound 
Behold, the thrifty shopper comes, 
For summer days are o’er. 
All day she views silks, socks and shoes, 
And spends two bits—-no more! 
—Charles H. Chesley. 


so, pa?”’ 

‘*‘When I was younger, Doddie,’’ re- 
plied the Hon. Thomas Rott, with becom- 
ing modesty, ‘‘I was the best athlete in 
the neighborhood.’’ 








ALL SPENT 


First chorus lady—Whatever possessed Trixie to throw young Softly over? I thought 
he had any amount of money. 


Second chorus lady—So he had—before he began to go with Trixie! 
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THE SEVEN AGES OF MAN 








JUDGE’S MOTION PICTURES 


PROFESSOR G.CLEF 

THE PIANO-TEACHER 

} AND HIS FAIR PUPIL 
MISS SMITH 
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MRS. CLEF Id 
PUZZLED BY 
HER HUSBANDS 
STRANGE 
BEHAVIOR 










MRS CLEF DOES 
A LITTLE 
INVESTIGATING 











Balm for a Wounded Heart ; 


Looked Like It 


ee ELL, sonny,’’ said the teacher, ‘‘I 
hope you’ll have a very good 
time this Thanksgiving.”’ 
**I’m going to have,’’ the boy replied. 
‘*Are you sure of it?’’ she smiled. 
**Yep; maw’s laid in a stock of castor 
oil and soothing syrup.”’ 








Are They ? 
She—Are they happy together? 
He—Well, he stays in every evening. 
She—Then they must be. 
He—But she goes out. 


A bluffer, like a new penny, is a shiner 
till the gloss wears off. 


























or, there is something besides music which has a soothing effect 


Autres Temps Autres Moeurs 
ae HER FEET beneath her petticoat, 
Like little mice, stole in and out, 
As if they feared the ljght.’’ 
But since she split it into halves, 
We see two sportive little calves 
Come boldly into sight! 


—(eo. B. Morewood. 
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AS WE JOURNEY ABROAD LET US LIVE BY THE WAY 





IME was when the picture-puz- 
zle fad held us fast in its 


jig-saw grip. 


Earlier still, the 
croquet expert 


The Quest of the ««Scenario”’ 


until you think they’re going to 
pop out of their sockets and shakes 
his fist at the Belle Center church, 
five miles away. (He simply 
must shake his fist. No picture 





wicketed him- 
self in the 
glow of public atten- 
tion. And there once 
was a day when a 
natty pair of side- 
burns sufficed to es- 
tablish one securely upon a high rung of 
the social ladder. But, to-day, the fad 
du monde is to create moving-picture 
plots, or, to lapse into semi-technical dic- 
tion, ‘‘scenarios.’’ JupDGE gives below a 
sample scenario, written by one of our 
readers, a mere boy of twenty-one years, 
with no preparation other than a college 
education: 





THE LOST DIGAMMA 
A Too-teal Scenario in Three Quivers 


Scene 1—Jones comes down to break- 


fast. As he enters, his wife leaps from 
behind the door and deals him a vicious 
blow with a rolling pin (this is always 
tremendously funny). The cook enters, 
carrying six dozen dishes, which she con- 
veniently drops on Jones’s head, thus 
pulling down the icebox, sideboard, china 
cabinet and, accidentally, one paper wall. 

Scene 2—Jones is now a full-fledged 
cowboy—cocker spaniel trousers, spurs 
and all. (There doesn’t seem to be much 
connection between these two scenes, but 
that will develop in due time.) Jones is 
pursued by three very red-faced Indians, 
who stop now and then to let him keep 
ahead, as he has a slower horse. Gully- 
eyed Bobbo, the half-breed villain, comes 
upon the scene of action, rolls his eyes 


is complete without a fist-shak- 
ing villain.) 


Scene 3—Jones comes into his down- 
town office. Sees Smith in the act of 
cutting the front out of his cardboard 
safe with a paper cutter. Smith stabs 
Jones. Office boy stabs Smith. Mrs. 
Jones cuts throat of office boy. Mrs. 
Smith enters, and the two women pull 
each other’s hair. (This always creates 
a riot of laughter.) The toreador (now 
we see the connection) finds the gold on 
the center of the dining-room table, 
where it had been hidden for over twenty 
years. Bessie lives with her grand- 
father in her old age. 


(Approved by Those Bored of Censorship) 


—Charles Andrew Merz. 





A YOUNG man asked 

a Brooklyn girl re- 
cently to go to a dance 
with him She did. This 
was the first dance that 
the young man had ever 
attended, and as a result 
he was not as graceful 
as might be wished. He 
had a way of getting on 
the girl’s toes that made him unpopular. 
She asked him several times to keep off 
them, but in the mad whirl of the dance 
he would forget where his feet were un- 
til her face drew tight. Finally the 
young man stepped on a particularly sen- 
sitive part of her toes, and the girl 
whaled away and hit him over the head 
with a soda-water bottle. The young 
man is now taking dancing lessons. 

We don’t blame the young man for de- 
ciding to take dancing lessons. There is 
nothing more disagreeable, while spend- 
ing the evening with a girl, than to have 
her hit you over the head with a soda 
bottle. It is disconcerting. . It breaks 
up the evening. 

One evening we took a girl to a dance 
and made the mistake of getting out on 
the floor with her. Everywhere we put 
our feet, we got them on hers. We 
would get off as soon as we could and beg 
her pardon, but with all that a certain 
coldness sprang up between us. 

While we were working away as hard 
as we could, trying to go through a tango, 
we stepped on her train. We shall long 





Stepping on a Girl’s Train 


By HOMER CROY 


remember the sickening sound 
it made. An expression came 
into her face that made us ill 
at ease. We felt that our 
popularity was waning, so we 
decided in a flash to get out 
of the trouble by some clever 
maneuver. Turning, we spoke 
roughly to a fellow just behind 
us, asking him what he meant 
by stepping on our partner’s 
dress. We squared our should- 
ers and told him that for a 
penny we would punch his 
face. 

From that time on every- 
thing is hazy. Something 
happened. It seems that he 
had money, for he turned 
around and carried out our 
plans on our own face. He 
was large and strong, and we were heart- 
ily glad when he was through with our 
face. When he was satisfied with what 
he had done to our face, he turned and 
began on our shins. This made us more 
anxious than ever to be on our way. 

When we came to in the smoking-room, 
we dragged our way to the door, believ- 
ing that the girl’s heart would be break- 
ing from what she had brought upon us; 
but her heart had stood the strain re- 
markably well, for she was out on the 
floor turkey trotting with the fellow who 
had insulted our face earlier in the even- 
ing. From that day on the author of 
these lines and the girl were strangers. 





SENTIMENT. 


Percy (to himself) —Hee ! 





So that’s where the old man was born ! 
(Aloud) —All right, George, back to the city. 


Rotten locality. 















ATTENDS TO HIS BUSINESS. 


Customer—Do you keep stationery ? 
Floor-walker—No. 


I move about and answer questions. 


The author of these lines was an espe- 
cially warm stranger to thé young man. 

The young fellow that the Brooklyn 
girl hit with a soda-water bottle has 
something to be thankful for. We would 
rather have a soda-water bottle hit us 
than a young reveler in the first blush of 
manhood. It wouldn’t be so disconcert- 
ing to one’s face. We would advise all 
young men, when they collide with a 
train, about selecting the man to pin the 
blame onto. They should pick out the 
thin, scholarly variety—not the Gunboat 
Smith type. 

A little thought this way would do 
away with lots of unpleasantness. 


Notes by the Way 


A MEMBER of the Newport colony has 

a pair of cuff buttons valued at $10,- 
000. We wouldn’t want such an expensive 
pair of cuff links; we'd be afraid we’d for- 
get to take them out when we sent our shirt 
out to the wash. But maybe he thinks 
to take them out when he trims his cuffs. 


A French fashion authority, just landed 
in the United States, says that the women 
over on this side don’t have the courage 
to wear startling gowns. We don’t wish 
to hurt his feelings and send him sobbing 
back to France, but in the last few months 
we have seen a lot of heroines. 


A Kentuckian has invented a new cork- 
screw to open, as he hastily explains, 
milk bottles. He could do mankind no 
greater service than to invent a cork- 
screw to open milk bottles. This man is all 
right; we should like to know him better. 
In fact, we’d like to go fishing with him. 














THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


HEN at the Agricultural College of 

Oregon has laid 283 eggs this year, 
while the roosters. stood around and 
crowed; and a cow in Michigan has given 
18,733 pounds of milk, while the—but 
why specialize in order to prove the 
superior value of ‘‘the female of the spe- 


cies’’? 
O 


The National Suffrage Association of 
Great Britain has been holding largely 
attended summer schools at the univer- 
sities of Oxford and St. Andrews, for the 
general education of women in their civic 
relations and duties. The anti-suffragists 
have the great advantage of not having 
to educate women in anything, as the 
success of that movement depends on 
keeping them ignorant of everything. 

Score one for Germany—the first one— 
for a law discriminating in favor of 
women. The supreme court of Brunswick 
has ruled that the wife has a legal right 
to a weekly allowance, paid in advance, 
to maintain the household in a manner 
suitable to the family’s station in life. 
If the husband object, she can garnishee 
his wages, and his only remedy is to take 
the housekeeping into his own hands. 
Well, plenty of men in Germany and else- 
where consider themselves quite capable 
of doing it. 

0 

A New York Sunday paper devotes sev- 
eral columns to a discussion of ‘‘Who 
Makes the Best Wife and Mother?’’ com- 
posed of interviews with ten women and 
their pictures used as scare heads. Over 
a third were unmarried, two had one or 
two adopted children, one had two chil- 
dren, another had one, the others none. 
It will always be noticed in a discussion 
of this kind that the mother of half a 
dozen keeps mighty still. 

i3 

“‘We stand for an economic system 
which will enable every man to support a 
family so that women need not go outside 
the home to work,”’ say the Socialists. 
A good idea; but suppose some men 
wouldn’t use their earnings that way, and 
some women would rather work outside 
and support themselves than to do the 
same amount of work inside and have to 
be supported. 

Three thousand women voters belonging 
to one hundred clubs in Kansas are taking 
a systematic course of study on pure foods 


and drugs, health and sanitation, under 
direction of the State board of health. 
After they have finished, they will be able 
to see that the laws safeguarding these 
necessities are enforced, even if they have 
to throw out the officials elected for this 
parpose and put in a new set. Kansas 
women have passed the resolution and 
petition stage. 








THE VOTER TO THE VOTELESS 


‘* Don’t try to climb onto this rung. It isn’t big 
enough for two; besides, you might tip this ladder 
over,”’ 


Suffrage Parables 


By OREOLA W. HASKELL 

Conservation Parable—And, behold, a 
certain woman of the tribe of antis arose 
in her spacious and luxurious abode at a 
council of her fellows and smote her palm 
upon a table and spake with heat, saying, 

‘‘Verily, my sisters, verily shall we not 
rise up and conserve the home as it now 
is against the machinations of the evil 
ones who seek to change it?’’ 

And those that were of her tribe an- 
swered as with one voice, saying, 

“Yea, yea, so be it. We will.’’ 

For of a truth they thought of their 
own homes, places of peace and plenty, 
blessed in the sight of men. 

But a poor creature wandering anear 


the open casement hearkened and thrust 
her head in at the portal and spake strange 
words, saying, 

‘Are ye sure there be not hundreds, 
yea, thousands of homes not worth keep- 
ing, oh, Daughters of Prejudice? Have 
ye gone forth into the noisome places, 
even into the tenements, and beheld there 
the foulness and the darkness and the din 
of many voices and the crowding of many 
bodies? And if ye have, how comes it 
that you would conserve what is so 
wretched in the sight of men?’’ 

And they waxed exceeding wroth, but 
when they would have swat her with 
their words, lo, she had departed. Anda 
silence akin to thought fell on the tribe 
of antis, and the woman who had led them 
smote upon the table no more. 


Parable of the Foolish Wife — There 
dwelt in Harlem a certain wife, unto 
whom her husband came, saying, 

“*Lo, ’tis the day to cast the vote into 
the box. Alone must I go, without thee, 
oh, Jewel of my Flat. And I sorrow 
much that thou canst not accompany me, 
for, verily, great things be at stake. 
There be corruption in high places and a 
multitude of wrongs and many things that 
bear heavily on thee asonme. And much 
couldst thou do to better evils by the cast- 
ing of the vote, oh, wife.’’ 

But the woman shrugged her shoulders, 
saying, 

‘*Vote thou for me, oh, husband. Of a 
truth everything can I trust to thee and 
thy sex. “Behold, I am loath to shake off 
my sloth and go forth to the polls, so vote 
thou alone as in the past. This doth con- 
tent me.’’ 

So the man went forth and straightway 
voted. Then he returned to his wife, 
saying, 

“‘Of a truth it toucheth me that thou 
dost trust everything to me. Lo, I will 
go forth and buy thee a bonnet. So shalt 
thou shine among the women in the gates.”’ 

And she arose and smote her breasts 
and wept and put sackcloth upon her and 
begged that he would not do this evil deed. 

Then the man marveled greatly, saying, 

‘‘Laws that bear on thy children and 
thee and on thy sisters who toil and on 
thy property wouldst thou trust to me and 
my sex, yet dost thou rage at a bit of 
velvet and a draggled feather. Strange 
indeed are thy ways, oh, woman.’’ 

And she answered, 

‘‘Not strange indeed, since I am of the 
tribe of antis.’’ 

And straightway the man understood. 























Diplomatic 


“Es ha elkiséram nagysddat hazdig, remélhetem, 
hogy bebocsat ?”” 

‘Pardon, uram, taktikai kérdésekrél elire nem 
nyilatkozom, 

**Since you allow me to accompany you, 
madam, may I hope to be allowed to en- 
ter?’’ 

**Beg pardon, sir; but questions of tac- 
tics we must discuss later.’’—Borsszen 
Janko (Budapest). 





At the Seashore Hotel 


“‘Soit—nous voulons bien payer notre chambre 250 
francs par jour, mais A une condition, vous ferez met- 
tre nos noms dans les journaux.”’ 

“All right. We are willing to pay you 
two hundred and fifty francs a day for our 
room, but on condition that you have our 
names put in thé papers.’’ —Illustration 
(Paris). 











Mistaken Identity 

Genial idiot—Hullo, White, old man! 
Not seen you for centuries! Scarcely 
recognized you; mustache and all that’s 
altered you so much! 

Perfect stranger—Pardon me, sir, my 
name is not White. 

Genial idiot —That’s bad! Altered your 
name, too!—Punch (London). 














Answered 


“Eh ben! qu’este-ce"que vous attendez pour nous 
sortir de lA?’’ 
“ J'attends |'pourboire ; |’excursion est finie.’’ 


**Well, what are you waiting for? Pull 
us out of this!’’ 

*‘I am waiting for the tip. The excur- 
sion is over.’’ —Le Rire (Paris). 




















A Novel Idea 

“En cuanto termine la carrera me hago aviado..”’ 

“i Para qué quieres correr ese peligro teniendo un 
porvenir tan brillante?”’ 

“| Toma, para ascender mds pronto!” 

‘*And when I finish my career I shall 
become an aviator.’’ 

**Why do you wish to risk such danger, 
having such a brilliant future?’’ 

‘*Why, so as to rise all the quicker!”’ 
—Blanco y Negro (Madrid). 





Big Brother Bill—Wanter come wif us, 
do yer? What bloomin’ good would you 
be in a war? 

Capting (in the distance)—Better let 
"im come, and I'll make ’im me aide-de- 
kong. We can’t keep the whole bloomin’ 
army waitin’.—Bulletin (Sydney). 
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Passing the Mustard 


A Valuable Suggestion—‘‘We must do 
something,’’ said the president of the 
great railroad system, “‘to increase our 
revenues. Can you suggest anything?’’ 
‘I don’t know of any way,’’ replied the 
treasurer, ‘‘unless you and the chairman 
of the board are willing to go into vaude- 
ville or report the world’s championship 
games and turn your salaries in as gross 
earnings. ”’—Chicago Record-Herald. 


Whefe ‘‘Money’’ Talks—‘‘Pop?’’ 

“Well, Ignatz?”’ 

‘‘Does money talk?’’ 

“So the saying goes, my son.’ 

“Did you ever hear it?”’ 

“Oh, yes, Ignatz; I’ve often heard it 
jabbering away in the boxes at the opera.”’ 
—Youngstown Telegram. 


Trouble Assured—‘‘ What are you going 
to call the new baby?’’ 

“Reginald Claude,’’ replied Mr. Blig- 
gins. 

‘“‘Isn’t ‘Reginald Claude’ a rather af- 
fected name?”’ 

“Yes. I want him to grow up to be a 
fighter, and I fancy that ‘Reginald Claude’ 
will start something every time he goes 
to a new school.’’— Washington Star. 


Easy To Repair—She—George, dear, 
here’s a scientist who says the earth is 
wabbling on its axis. What do you sup- 
pose they can do about it? 

George (absently )—Open up the muffler, 
reverse the lever, shut off the power, lu- 
bricate the bearings and tighten the wheel 
cap.—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Out of the Mouths of Babes 
Little Peter had cut his finger. Run- 
ning to his mother, he exclaimed, ‘‘ Hurry 
up and stop my finger, mamma. It’s 
leaking !’’ 


Fred—Mamma, I know what a maltese 
kitten is. 

Mamma—What is it, dear? 

Fred—It’s a kitten you can maul and 
tease. 


Small Fred had been worsted in an en- 
counter with a bumble bee. 
‘“‘Mamma,”’ he said, ‘‘I caught a big fly 
in the yard, and it had a redhot needle in 
its foot.’’ 


; Horace, aged five, seemed to be in mus- 
ing mood, and his mother asked him what 
he was thinking about. 

“Oh,”’ he replied, ‘‘I was thinking 
about the time when I was a little kid.”’ 


Sunday-school teacher—Can you tell me 
who made you, Joseph? 

Joe God made part of me. 

Sunday-school teacher—Why, what. do 
you mean by that? 

Joe—He made me real little, and I just 
growed the rest myself.—Chicago News. 

A teaspoonful of A bbott’s’Bitters with your Grape Fruit 


makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample of bitters by mail 
% cts, in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (ADv.) 


































T= take you across the blue waters of the American Med- 
iterranean to Florida, Cuba, Porto Rico, Bahamas. Texas, 
Mexico and other delightful winter resorts. They offer some 
exceptionally attractive “Circle Tours” with choice of return 
routes and stop-over privileges. They can be arranged in the 
form of short vacations of from five to twenty-three days, with 
ample time for side trips, if desired. 
Write us and we will help you plan your trip and send you 


beautifully illustrated free copy “Travel” Number, AGWI 
Steamship News. A letter now will mean better accommo- 


dations for the journey. Address any one of the following: 


Atlantic, Gulf & West Indies Steamship Lines 


CLYDE STEAMSHIP CO. THE NEW YORK & PORTO RICO S. S. CO. 
General Offices, Pier 36, North River, N. Y. General Offices, 11 Broadway, N. Y. 


MALLORY STEAMSHIP CO. NEW YORK & CUBA MAILS.S. CO., (Ward Line) 
General Offices, Pier 36, North River, N. Y. General Offices, Pier 14, East River, N. Y, 





DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES 


BOSTON—192 Washington St. CHICAGO—444 Com’! Nat’! Bank Bldg. 
PHILADELPHIA—701 Chestnut St. WASHINGTON— 1306 F St., N. W. 
NEW YORK—290 Broadway 











In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








Elgin, W or movement. Warrant- 
edaccurate. Finest gold strata case, guaranteed 25 ears; art- 
istically engraved, engine turned, plain poli 
mon engraved FREE. Eighty per cent of all men’s 
watches sold today are theseneat open face Thin Models. 
Special Sale price $18.95. Greatest in ever offered. 
O DAYS FREE TRIAL 
not 
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ww: 120,02,108,N. State St., CHICAGO, ILL. 
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This Handsome 
Watch Fob 
FREE 


You like to HUNT and FISH. 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN 
Magazine, with its 160 richly 
illustrated pages. ful! to over- 
flowing with interesting stories 
and valuable information about 
guns, fishing tackle, camp-out- 
fite—the best places to go for 
fish and game, and a thousand 
and one valuable “How to” 
hints for Sportsmen. The 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN is 
just like a big camp-fire in the 
woods where thousands of good 
fellows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yarns about 
their experiences with 
rod, dog, rifle and gun. 


Special Offer 


Mail us 25c in stamps or 
coin for a 3 months’ 
trial subscription to the 
NATIONAL SPORTS 

MAN and we will send 
you absolutely 


Free of Charge 
One of these Handsome 
Ormula Gold Watch 
Fobsa with russet 
leather strap. 











. Don't Delay—Send your order Today. 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 32 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 








From Factory to You 


French's Mixture, “the Aristocrat of 
Ss Tobacco,” direct from factory 
to you. Words cannot do justice to the 
fragrance, richness and smoothness of 
this charming blend of North Carolina 
Red and Golden Leaf. Examine it 
under a microscope and you will find 
* it to be the cleanest and purest. Smoke 








re is the most 


frie that French’s Mixtu 
nomical you ever 


satisfying and eco 
touched a match to. 


50c Calabash Pipe FREE 


ygur good es w Fyene stale tebecse from ee the fegier’s 
— =a fore, f arf Fes Tee Heri GS 


ple Pouch fi22. Be iroror 2 pian for pres remote ae pass 
FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. 15 ~ Statesville, N. C. 
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Christmas Dinners 


FOR 


300,000 
POOR 
PEOPLE 


Will be 
supplied by 
The 
Salvation Army 


Throughout the 
United States 
Will you help by 
sendinga 
. donafion, no 
matter how small 


“. 30 COMMANDER 


‘MISS BOOTH Grandma Gets One 


118 W. 14th St., New York City 
West's Dept. Comm. Estill, 108 N.Dearborn St. Chicago 
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Stoties ‘with Smiles 


-A lot of 
able friends of ours are traveling abroad 
right now. There’s Edmund Vance Cooke, 


How They Became Friends— 


the well-known poet; George Fitch, the 
well-known humorist; Irving Cobb, ditto 
ditto; Karl Kitchen, journalist—oh, there 
are a lot.of them! And they are sending 
us post-cards. Fitch found a compara- 
tively blank one and wrote a whole story 
onit. This is the story: 

A very polite Frenchman was introduced 
to a very polite American. The French- 
man talked English and the American 
talked French, each out of compliment to 
the other. And finally the Frenchman 
said, ‘‘Monsieur, ven I fairst ’eared you 
spik ze Fr-rench, weez ze so gr-rand ac- 
cent, weez ze so w’at you call pair-feck 
pronounceash’n, I t’ought yeo vare a 
Parisian!’’ 

And. the American replied, ‘‘Kwaw, 
vraymong? Oh, ay mwaw, kog je voos 
ay vew poor le premiair fwaw, jay pon- 
xay, par voter mannyair de voos habillyay 
ker voos etty oon Americain!’’ 

And they immediately became fast 
friends.—Ted Robinson, in Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


The Supreme Test—‘‘Does your hus- 
band treat you unkindly?’’ asked the 
lawyer. 

**Certainly not,’’ said the unsubstan- 
tial woman. 

‘*Then why do you want a divorce?’’ 

“I don’t actually want a divorce. I 
merely want to apply for one. Then I 
can judge by the kind of a fuss my hus- 
band makes whether he really cares for 
me or not.’’— Washington Star. 


A New Name for Dirt—-A Washington 
housewife employs a negro servant girl, 
who sweeps and dusts on the theory that 
you don’t have to worry about the dirt you 
don’t happen to see. The other day her 
mistress was making an inspection of a 
bedroom which the girl had just cleaned 
up in preparation for an expected guest, 
who was known to be very fastidious. 
The woman looked under the bed and saw 
there a very visible deposit of fuzz and 
dust. Calling the girl to the spot, she 
pointed this deposit out to her and asked, 
‘What do you call that, Pearline?’’ 

**What does I call dat?’’ asked the 
shifty maiden, in the effort to gain time. 
‘*Why, don’t you-all know what dat is? 
Dat ain’ dirt. It’s house moss, ma’am; 
yas’m—dat’s jes’ house moss.’’ — Path- 
Sinder. 


Scotch Condolence—Neighbor—And how 
is yer guid man this mornin’, Mrs. Tam- 
son? 

Mrs. Tamson—He deed last nicht. 

Neighbor—I’m real sorry to hear that. 
Ye’ll no remember if he ‘happened to say 
onything about a pot o’ green paint be- 
fore he slippet awa’ ?— Punch. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles, 
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[HOTEL 4 
EARLINGTON 


! 27th Street, West of Broadway 
1 NEW YORK | 


EUROPEAN PLAN 








q A Step from Broadway. 

q Absolutely Fireproof. 

@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 

@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always, 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why 
pay more when our service is equalled only 
by the best? 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 | 


E. W. WARFIELD, ° a 
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Free Trial for Xmas 








A Piedmont Southern Red Cedar Wardrobe Couch 
Finest Xmas, birthday or wedding gift. A lux. 


urious lounge and a roomy red cedar chest. A beautiful 
and useful piece of furniture. Especially suitable for 
apartments and small rooms. Protects furs and 
woolens from moths, mice, dust and damp. Fif- 
teen days’ free trial. Factory prices. Freight prepaid. 
Write for illustrated 64-page ca’ 
Book Free showing all designs, soe and eas 
in Piedmont Red Oedar Chests, couches, chi a Ary: ‘ete, 
Also book, ‘Story of Red Oedar."’ Postpaid free. Write today. 
|_ Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co.. Dept. 5 Ss ¥.C. 


HOTEL PURITAN { 


Commonwealth eAvenue-—@© 



























Every Married Cou 


and all who contemplate marriage 


hould Own 


this complete informative book 


e Science of a 


New Life” 


By JOHN COWAN, M. D. 
Endorsed and recommended by fore 
most medical and religious 
throughout the U. S. Unfolds the 
secrets of married happiness, so often 
revealed too late! No book like it tobe 
had at the price. We can only gives 
few of the chapter subjects here as 
book is not meant for children. (Agents 
wanted). 

Marriage and Its Advantages. Age at Which 
to Marry. Law of Choice. Love Analysed. Quali- 
ties One Should Avoid in Choosing. & a 
, Amativeness : Continence. 
only to any reader of ‘Gane sg Pregnancy. Confinement. Narr 
— Tad ing te a lneer Married ie bones 

Descriptive circular giving full and complete 
ceipt of $2.00. table of contents malied VEE 


J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., $3."9ci'Gs 


Special Offer 

The regular price is 
.00. In order to 
introduce this work 
into as many neigh- 
borhoods as possible 
we will, for a limited 
time, send one copy 
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With the College Wits 


Advice to Frosh 
A freshman’s life is filled with strife 
From early morn till night; 
So keep your pants well padded, and 
You may come out all right. 


Look pleasant when some junior says, 
‘‘Lend me ten dollars, kid.’’ 

And when a senior looks your way, 
Be sure and dip your lid. 


Don’t think that women, wine and song 
Were made for little boys; 

And when you come home late at night, 
Soft pedal on the noise. 


“Put on your old gray bonnet”’ is 
The one song you may sing. 

The Widow is your one best girl; 
Your wine—the village spring. 


Don’t worry bout the sophomores; they 
Are still in training, too, 
- Though they may try, as young lads will, 
To play some pranks on you. 


A freshman’s life is filled with strife 
From early morn till night; 
So keep your pants well padded, and 
You may come out all right. 
—Cornell Widow. 





Applied Art 
Yale Record. 


Going at $750!—Harry—What’ll we do, 
fellows, how that the Wellesley seniors 
have voted not to marry a man who isn’t 
making five thousand dollars a year? 

Larry—Huh! Wait till the mark-down 
sales just after graduation !—Dartmouth 
Jack o’ Lantern. 


Stingy—‘‘Even after we are married,”’ 
wooed the ardent lover, ‘‘I shall always 
be close to you.’’ 

And he was. —Stanford Chaparral, 


To the '17 Lit-ess 
You're green, I’ll admit; you’re not pretty 
a bit; 
You’re shy and you’re scared into 
trances; 
But, oh, goodness me, what a difference 
there’ll be 
When you’ve been to your first dozen 
dances ! —Michigan Gargoyle. 













Beeman’s 
Pepsin 
Gum 


by 



















The Original. All Others Are Imitations 
Peppermint or Wintergreen Flavor 









FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 



























Th BEHNING 
PLAYER PIANO 


is first of all the equal of any piano made—is far 


superior to any player. 


Every shade of expression known to the skilled 
pianist—tone coloring, delicate pianissimo, and sharpest 
crash effects are easily possible with the Behning. 
Measured by musical result: the Behning is the 
greatest of all Player Pianos. 


BEHNING PIANO CO. 
425 Fifth Avenue Entrance 38th Ss. 
































HUNTER 


WHISKEY anaode 


WON THE CONFIDENCE AND APPROBATION OF THE 
PUBLIC MORE THAN 50 YEARS AGO AND THE 
STEADILY INCREASING DEMAND FOR IT PROVES 
IT IN EVERY WAY WORTHY AND WELL QUALIFIED 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 


$44466666466644604646464466 
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A burglar who came in the night 
This cute little note did indite: 
**Your plate’s pretty punk 
And your jewelry’s junk, 
But that JUDGE in your house is all right.” 


By the way; don’t miss that Christmas Num- 
ber. Twice the usual size at the usual price, 


10 cents. Contemplate this list of some of 


the contributors and then send in your sub- 
scription—quick. 


George Fitch James Oliver Curwood 
Cy Warman Terrell Love Holliday 
John Kendrick Bangs George Bingham 

Walt Mason J. A. Waldron 

Kate Masterson Charles Campbell Jones 
W. J. Lampton Roscoe Gilmore Stott 
Douglas Malloch Ralph Bergenson 

Ted Robinson Lewis Allen 

Edgar A. Guest Charles A. Leedy 
Homer Croy Strickland Gillilan 


Louis Untermeyer 
Subscription $5.00 a year 
SPECIAL COUPON 


Enclosed find One Dollar. 
Send me JUDGE for Three Months. 
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Passing the Mustard 


Her Eye Was upon Him—A well-known writer was present re. 
cently at a dress rehearsal of a comedy played by amateurs, 
rehearsal went well, but the hero, B , seemed rather hard and 
cold. The novelist sat in a box next to a charming woman of mig. 
dle age. She said, at the end of the third act, ‘‘It goes beautifully 
doesn’t it?’’ : 

‘‘Beautifully,’’ said the gentleman. ‘‘But B—— doesn’t make 
love to that pretty girl in as ardent a manner as I could wish. His 
lovemaking, in fact, strikes me as very tame and spiritless,”’ 

The woman frowned. ‘‘He won’t put any more spirit ip it 
while I’ve got my eye on him, let me tell you,’’ she said, “Jp, 
Mrs. B——.’’—New York Mail. 


Average Economy—An average man, who is alternately a tight- 
wad and a spendthrift, was traveling recently, when one of those 
sudden and unheralded spasms of economy seized him. He tightened 
his belt, about noon, and said, 

‘*T’ll pass up lunch in the diner and save about ninety cents,” 

He sat there in profound consciousness of his virtue for half ap 
hour, the pangs of hunger growing all the time. He bought a tep. 
cent cake of chocolate from the newsy, three apples for a dime, g 
five-cent package of chewing gum, a cornucopia of grapes for ten 
cents, and when the train reached a lunch counter, twenty miles fyr- 
ther on, he got off and inhaled two sandwiches at ten cents each, 
drank a cup of coffee for ten cents, ate a piece of pie for ten, and 
that evening he paid fifty cents for a bottle of dyspepsia tablets for 
his ‘“‘heartburn’’ that had somehow or other attacked him that day, 
That is about the way the average human economy works out— 
about fifty per cent. loser.—Strickland Gillilan, in Indianapolis Star. 


How Could He Know?—‘‘King Lear is a great character,” re. 
marked the friend. 

**Yes,’’ answered the actor; ‘‘I suppose you remember my per- 
formance last season?’’ 

‘‘No; I must confess I have never seen you in the part.” 

‘‘Indeed!’’ was the rejoinder, in a tone of gentle surprise. 
‘Then how on earth did you know it was a great character?”— 
Liverpool Mercury. 


Hogwallow News 


The depity constable was called to Bounding Billows Saturday 
morning to investigate a hen-house robbery. He found the thief’s 
tracks leading from the building down across a field, and he believes 
the thief went in that direction. 

Poke Eazley went over to Bounding Billows Tuesday and brought 
back a window for his house. The weather was so hot he kept it 
raised all the way home. 

Miss Hostetter Hocks rode her mule to preaching last Sunday at 
Hog Ford, and when she went to feed him at dinner-time, for polite- 
ness’ sake, she went around and asked all the other mules to eat 
with hers. 

Dock Hocks wore his earmuffs to an ice-cream supper near Rye 
Straw Saturday night. 

The old miser on Musket Ridge, who has been in the habit of 
burying his money, planted his Irish potatoes so deep none of them 
could come up. 

The conductor on the train that runs into Tickville drove into 
that city yesterday in a buggy, with the information that the train 
would be in in a few hours. 

The depity constable went to church Sunday to show his new 
pistol. 
The Hogwallow postmaster has a post-office box and a good 
stable for rent, together or separately. 

A second cousin of Columbus Allsop has returned from the 
Spanish-American War. The reason he is so far behind is that the 
other soldiers fought a whole lot faster than he did. 

The mail carrier has notified the public that if there ig anybody 
along the route that wants to talk with him, they must move up 
closer to the road. 

The Wild Onion school teacher is in receipt of a new globe map 
of the world for his pupils. He finds the world has not changed 
much in size and appearance. 

After having heard a powerful sermon on baptism at the Hog 
Ford church last Sunday, Jefferson Potlocks dived headlong into 
Gander Creek and came up on the other side. 

An actor appeared at the Tickville opera house one night last 
week wearing a double watch chain, with a timepiece in each vest 
poeket. This is what is called ‘‘doubling in brass.’’—George Bing 
ham, in The Hogwallow Kentuckian. 
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20% Down, 10% Per Month 


With every Diamond we give a written 
certificate guaranteeing it and agreeing to 
Pn ae full price, in ex- 
change for a larger stone. If your purchase 
is not better value than your dealer can 
furnish, return it and we will refund your 
money, Goods forwarded prepaid for exam- 
ination. Write for latest catalog 5 


eo M. im £e)) | & Cco., Established 1843 


71-73 Nassau Street, New York 
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@ Better than Scotch Better than Irish 
@ 


G.&W. } 
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$ Canadian Whisky s 
+ Distilled and Bottled in Bond by * 
$ Gooderham & Worts, Ltd., Toronto, Canada (p 
¢ 

@ 
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Better than Bourbon Better than Rye 


: A clever memorandum book containing ‘‘How to mix 100 
FREE delightfal drinks."" Just the thing to have in your home 

‘ S when company drops in. Send name and address to 
3 = Gooderham & Worts, 225 E. Illinois St., Chicago, Ill. 
$ 
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Vailey GEMS 


Stand acid and fire diamond test. 

So hard they easily scratch a file anc 
will cut glass. Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumredin]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before pay- 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stad for 
examination—all charges prepaid. No money*in advance, 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wulsin Bldg., Indianapolis 


LA FOLLETTE’S 
WEEKLY 


Tells you fearlessly, candidly, interest. 
ingly the inside of public affairs--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription price, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 


if you will send us the names of five per- 
sons interested in the progressive cause. 


La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 














Skeels Ginseng Gum 


For Stomach and Nerves 


Ginseng Gum contains powdered Ginseng root—na- 
ture’s great tonic for stomach and nerves. Physicians 
recommend it. Finest Gum made. A sample proves 


it Quality sells it. The delightful bitter-sweet 
flavor lasts. Chew it for health and enjoy it. Try it 
4 packages 20c. Full, large box 75e prepaid 


The Skeels Ginseng Gum Co., 16 Main St., Akron, 0. 


9 Press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you all newspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, your 

friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
$5.00 for 100 notices. HENRY RomeIKE, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York 

We have a brand new camera for making magic moving photos 
of anybody. Enormous profits. Write today for full details. 

G. FELSENTHAL 
209 South Jefferson St. Chicago, Il. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


Meerschaum Pipes Colored 


Don’t wait for your pipe to color by smoking. Send it tous by 
mail, with $1.00, and we will color it and return it in a week. 
NEW YORK PIPE REPAIRING COMPANY, 85 Nassau St., New York,N.Y. / 























The Vote of Thanks 


For every man who works there are 
A dozen who will let him; 

They’ll smiling bask within the shade, 
The while his duties fret him. 

And when his arduous tasks are done, 
From out the idle ranks 

There promptly steps a grateful one 
To move a vote of thanks. 


Where more than three foregathered are 
In meeting, club or lodge, 

Some cheerful soul must do the work 
That*all the others dodge. 

Some one for all must toil and plan, 
Some one the money banks, 

For which the shirkers to a man 
Will move a vote of thanks. 


The many spend their hours in ease, 
While busy are the few; 

The glory of the game they want, 
But not its work to do. 

Untroubled here on earth they live; 
The strength that’s in their shanks 

They save, to those who toil to give 
A rising vote of thanks. 


Some day, when all the work is done 
And rest has settled down, 
Perhaps the weary toiler then 
Will wear a golden crown. 
Upon his breast may medals flash, 
And at the heavenly banks 
Perhaps they’!l even let him cash 
Those rising votes of thanks. 
—Edgar A. Guest, in Detroit Free Press. 


Disappointed—‘‘I will confess to you,’’ 
she said, ‘‘that I am older than I look. I 
will be thirty-one my next birthday.’’ 

*‘Really!’’ he replied. ‘‘Hardly any 
one would guess that you were more than 
about twenty-nine.’’ 

‘‘That’s the last time,’’ she said, when 
he had departed, ‘‘that I’ll ever try to be 
nice to a brute.’’—Chicago Record-Herald. 


Homesick—‘‘Did you give this man the 
third degree?’’ asked the police officer. 

*“Yes. We browbeat and badgered him 
with every question we could think of.’’ 

‘‘What did he do?’’ 

‘‘He dozed off and merely murmured 
now and then, ‘Yes, my dear. You’re per- 
fectly right.’ ’’—Chicago Record-Herald. 


Proof—‘‘Freddie has a fortune in pol- 
itics. He knows the ropes,’’ declared the 
admiring friend. 

**Yes, I judged that from the campaign 
cigar he gave me.’’—St. Louis Republic. 


Efficiency—‘‘Our boss is a crank on effi- 
ciency.’’ 

‘*What’s he up to now?’’ 

“Trying to teach the stenographer to 
chew her gum in two movements less per 
minute to the lower jaw.’’—Lowisville 
Courier-Journal. 


We Draw the Curtain 


They had broken a wishbone together. 
‘What was it you wished?’’ laughed she. 

**I wished that you’d let me kiss you; 
Now tell me your wish,’’ said he. 

Her eyes fe!l—she paused a moment, 
While her blushes deeper grew. 

**My wish was,’’ she prettily stammered, 
“That what you wished would come 

true.’’ 
—San Francisco Chronicle. 


Box of Havana 
Cigars only 25c 


This is a special inducement to men who 
smoke fine, clear Havana, Tampa-made 
cigars. We pay the difference in cost on 
this box of French's Cuban Specials to in- 
duce you to try them. Our cigar busi- 
ness is exclusively to fine box trade all 
over the United States, We want to 

rove to you that French‘s Cuban Special 
is a rich, delightful and satisfying smoke 
that compares favorably with many 10 
and lic cigars. We know that you will 
want us to supply you regularly if you 
will smoke the five cigars we will send 
you now from our Tampa factory at the 
special introductory price of only 25c. 
Send only ¢5c today for a box by Parcel 
Post prepaid. 


Cuba Grown 


The filler in French's Cuban Special is 
made of leaves not quite long enough for 
use in our celebrated Juan de] Rey brand 
of clear Havana cigars. Both wrapper 
and filler are of purest Cuban grown to- 
bacco—thoroughly seasoned leaf. A rich 
cigar of mellow and exquisite tropic flavor 
—strictly hand-made, ‘They are superior 
in flavor and smoking qualities to any 5c 
cigar on the market, It is an exclusive 
brand for fine box trade at a saving price 
on fine cigars. 


Direct from 
Factory to you 





French's Cuban Special is made in Tampa, Flori:a, 
under the most highly favorable climatic conditions 
It is sent to you from that ideal preservative atmos- 
phere fresh and full flavored. Think of the tremend- 
ous advantage of getting your cigars direct from the 
factory, fresh and in perfect condition, instead of 
buying stale, dried out goods from the dusty shelves 
of the retail shops. 


Special Offer 


° Sent prepaid by Parcel Post direct to your office or 
French’s home. Send only 25c, silver or stamps, and get five 
Cuban Special cf these fine, rich full flavored French's Cuban Spe- 
4% Ins. Long cial civars packed in an attractive Spanish Cedar 
box. Send promptly and get the benefit of this spe- 
cial, introductory offer. We are making it for s limited time, merely 
to introduce these fine Havana Cigars. 
For $2.50, we will send you postpaid a box of 50 French's 
Cuban Special Cigars. You can smoke five out of the 
box and return balance, if they don’t suit you, and your 
money will be refunded in full. In ordering, specify 
whether you prefer mild, medium or strong. 
For 10c, silver or stamps, we will send a hig sample of French's mixture, 
“The Aristocrat of Smoking Tobacco."' Take advantage of this special lim- 
ited offer today. Get more smoking enjoyment for less money. Send today, 


French Tobacco Co., Dept. 22, Statesville, N. C. 


DIRECT FROM PARIS! 
It EMPORTED Eee 
s4 French Pearl Necklaces, Beautiful in Color, 
MY Perfectly Matched. 16 in. Long. Gold Clasp. 
Makes Exquisite Gift, Sent Postpaid $1.00. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back. 

G. W. BOOTH CO., 841 E. 53d St., Chicago 
Sa qaeVQtDVIAPPASAS SE SHAMIM WH IVoyer” 
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EW BOOKS—‘‘The Hair’’—its physiology, an- 
atomy, diseases and treatment—a scientific treatise pub- 
lished by the European specialist, H. Achershaug, M.M.D. 
(Norway), has made a great sensation. “Its wonderful 
results have astonished the medical profession.’’— News. 
The Book, WITH SWORN STATEMENTS and doctors’ en- 
dorsements, is sent FREE on receipt of 6c. for postage, etc. 
Address the author, H. Achershaug, M.M.D., 500— 5th Ave., 
Wonderfully brilliant. Pure white 


(J. A.) New York. 
yet 
Jey. - 
Constructed by the Oxy-Hydrogen 


Furnace, Will cut glass, stand acid | Dw \" ) 


DURBAR GE 








and fire tests like real diamonds. 
Have no foil or backing. Set only 
in 14k Gold Mountings. Brilliancy 
uaranteed 25 years. 
mt on Approval or by registered 
mail on receipt of price. Money 
cheerfully refunded if not satisfac- 
‘tory. Send for booklet. Room 411 
MAIDEN LANE SALES CO. 
Longacre Bidg., Bway &42nd S¢..N.V, 








In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








Lf it isn’t an Eastman, it isn’t a Kodak. 


The very thing! 


A Kodak 


EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, 
cate eee ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City. 





